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Finding that my fees and sales of pictures (for I
had taken up my painting again and had sold a few
small pictures) amounted to about six hundred dol-
lars a year, and were slowly increasing, I decided to
go home and bring my wife and child out. I had
been absent more than a year, and several months
after being in Borne had the news of the birth of a
son. It was near being my death, for, on the even-
ing of receiving the news, I had gone to make a call
on an English lady who lived in the Villa Negroni,
where the railway station now is, and close by the
prison where all the political offenders were kept,
and which was guarded by French soldiers. , I was
in a vein of profound meditation on the news I had
just received, and absorbed to that extent that I kept
on my course along the sidewalk in front of the
prison, walking towards the sentry, and did not hear
his challenge till it had been repeated three times,
when I heard his rifle rattle as it came down to the
take aim, and suddenly became conscious that I had
heard a sound, the meaning of which must be " Qui
vive ? " I sung out lustily, "Ami" and was told that
if I was a friend the other side of the road was my
place.

I had discovered that the consular agent left by
my predecessor at Civita Vecchia was engaged in a
system of espionage on behalf of the Papal author-
ities, and had been issuing American passports to
spies whom they were employing in Italian territory,
and I at once dismissed him and informed the Ital-
ian government through Mr. Marsh, our ministeramiable Severn, and under herches I troublede Jerseyey assumed himnds and promising support-
